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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 

So, I've had a somewhat crappy day that | pretty much brought unto myself. This fanfiction is the result of 
what l'm feeling. Its short and doesn't describe much right away but | plan on continuing it and developing the 
story. 


Warnings: Includes alcohol, cussing, slash cheating, future sex, drugs, whatever else | can think of. Let's just 


sum it up for being for a Mature audience. 


Pairings: Nikki/Tommy, Tommy/Vince. 


Tommy stood there, tears streaming down his face. He was speechless and his heart was somewhere between 


beating inhumanly fast or not at all. 


"Y-you cant." He finally says and his blood burns like hell's fire, consuming him in confusion, fear and many 


other unpleasant things. "Nikki, you fucking can't" He shouts. 


Nikki doesn't look at him. He can't bring himself to do so. 


‘Its the only way Tommy. We can't keep this up.. We can't keep hiding this big secret.. A secret | don't even 


want anymore.. I'm not even gay." Nikki responded coldly. 

Tommy swallowed deeply, shaking his head. "No.. NO! You liar! How can you say that after all we've done? After 
all those nights of you fucking me?!" His voice was growing louder and for once Nikki wished they could handle 
this like adults. 

"Tommy, please.. Don't make this difficult” 


"Don't make this difficult? Hal | was in love with you, asshole! But clearly | was nothing more than a slut to 


you.. Thanks Nikki, thanks for nothing.” Tommy retorted before storming out. 


Nikki looked up then, staring at the sheet where the door should be. "I'm sorry." He muttered, a single tear 
falling from his eyes. "One day, you'll understand.” 


Tommy cursed the fact there was no door, as he made his way to the kitchen If there had been one, he'd 
slammed it hard enough to make it fall off the hinges. 


"Fucking bastard." He stumbled through the darkness, until he found his way to the fridge. He opened it, taking 
out a beer. He popped it open, and turned around, only to be met with Vince when he done so. He gasped, 
jumping back and spilling some of the fizzy beer. 

"Vince, you fucker." He growled. "What the hell are you doing anyway?" 

"Couldn't sleep.. | wonder why that is." Vince muttered. 

"Oh... You heard that?" Tommy asked. 

"Yeah.. What a heartless fuck Nikki is.." Vince trailed off, passing Tommy to retrieve a beer for himself. 
Tommy watched him, blinking several times. "Vince?" 

"Hmm?" Vince turned back to face him. 


"How long have you known about this?" Tommy asked timidly. 


"About you two getting it on like rabbits? Oh, since it started. You do realize you two don't have a door, 


right?" Vince countered. 


‘Oh my God.. That's just great." Tommy felt like smacking himself. Vince was the worst person to know about 
this. 


"Yeah.. And you are LOUD dude." Vince paused, smirking then. "Oh, God, yes, Nikki! Your cock feels so good! 
Don't stop!" 


Tommy blushed furiously, giving a punch to Vince's shoulder. "Shut up." 
Vince chuckled. "In some ways it was kind of hot.. Although | kinda wish | was Nikki.” 


Tommy's eyes widened then and suddenly it was as if his problems with Nikki never existed and he definitely 
forgot about the untouched beer in his hand. "What?" 


Vince gave more of a giggle this time. "Or maybe | wish | was you and that you were Nikki.” 


Tommy's jaw dropped and this time the beer fell from his grasp. He couldn't believe what he was hearing and 
maybe it was heartbreak talking and him wanting some form of comfort but Vince's words were alluring 


tonight. 


Vince raised a hand to caress his cheek. "And Tommy, I'm not afraid to be seen with another guy." His fingers 
slowly trailed down Tommy's jaw line, his brown eyes analyzing the younger male's facial expression. Then 
suddenly, he just pulled back, grinned and made his way around Tommy again, heading back to his bedroom. He 


stopped once, looking back to Tommy, eyes and smile inviting. 


Tommy watched him disappear as he wondered what the fuck just happened. After several moments though, 
he found his courage again and like a lost puppy, he followed after Vince. The touch was electrifying and had 
him longing for something more; teenage hormones now raging stronger than the sting of heartache Nikki left 


behind. 


Nikki laid in his now empty bed, overhearing everything from their conversation, to Vince's flirtatious giggles, 
to Tommy's beer falling and the creak of the floor as Vince passed over and Tommy followed, shutting the 
bedroom door behind him. 


Nikki drew in a deep breath, burying his head further into the pillow underneath him. "That didn't take long." 


Chapter 2 


That following morning.. 


Nikki sat on the sofa, bass guitar in his lap. He was strumming idly on the strings as he tried to pay little mind 
to the new couple when they finally emerged from the bedroom, only to go to the bathroom. Then came the 
sounds of the shower running, the occasional giggle off and on and Nikki mentally cursed the thin walls of the 


apartment as he shook his head. Tommy wasn't making this breakup easy, and Nikki hated that.. Hated that he 


felt jealous of Vince and that he was starting to regret his decision. 
Nikki closed his eyes, attempting to lose himself in the melody of his guitar's sound, to no avail though. 


It didn't help when Vince and Tommy made their way into the living room moments later, now fully dressed 


with Vince clinging to the drummer. 

Nikki cast the newly formed couple a glance. "You two seem awfully happy today." 

Vince looked back to him, grinning. "Well, you know what they say.. One man's trash, is another man's treasure." 
Nikki scoffed. "Just don't let it interfere with the band and | could care less." He retorted. 

Tommy's smile faded and an all too familiar sting found its way into his chest. 

"No worries, Nikki." Vince replied, then turned to Tommy, nudging him. "Right, lover boy?" 

Tommy gave an awkward smile, shrugging his shoulders. "I guess." He responded, not bothering to make any eye 
contact with Nikki. If he did, he felt he would break. He didn't have time last night for it to properly sink in but 
Today was another story. 

Vince blinked a couple of times, cocking his head to the side. He could since Tommy's uneasiness, then again it 
was to be expected. Having to see Nikki on a daily basis like this was going to be difficult and while Vince 
couldn't give two shits about the bassist, he didn't want to see his new found boyfriend suffering because yes, 


that's exactly how he perceived Tommy, even if the drummer wasn't ready to accept him as such yet. 


"You know what? | got a little bit of money to spare.. Whataya say we go out, grab a bite to eat and see what 


we can get into, just the two of us?" Vince questioned with a hopeful smile. 
Tommy glanced to him. "Sure.. Why not? Sounds fun" He smiled back, but it was far from genuine and Vince 
wasn't stupid. He could tell. Making him forget Nikki would take effort, especially with the fucker (as Vince 


would now call him among many things) living in the same apartment as them. 


Maybe.. When this band of theirs became a success, and they actually started making money, he could buy a 


nice house, move Tommy in with him, away from Nikki and all of his bullshit. He shook those thoughts away. 


"Okay, wait here, I'll be right back" Vince had instructed then went off back to his room to retrieve what cash 
he had managed to save. 
As he searched for that, Tommy and Nikki finally found themselves staring at one another, Nikki in a glare and 


Tommy feeling like a helpless animal under his gaze of terror. 


Tommy's eyes narrowed though, as anger started to boil within him again. "While you're looking at me like that, 
just remember, | didn't do this." He said bitterly. It wasn't fair nor right for Nikki to have done the things he 
did, then up and leave him and now hold some sort of hatred towards him? He didn't choose last night's events 


and he wouldn't be blamed for them. 


"Yeah, while you're at it, are you gonna blame blondie on me too?" Nikki retorted with resentment in his voice. 


He didn't understand, why Vince of all people.. 


"Least he's not ashamed to be seen with me.. I'm treated as a person, not a dirty secret which | never wanted 
to be in the first place.. | only kept my mouth shut because you didn't want anyone to know that you were 
dating a man" 

"Some fucking friend.. I've seen the way he's looked at you.. He was just waiting." Nikki muttered. 


"What's it matter? You don't want me and Vince does, so what's the deal?" Tommy retorted. 

Nikki sat his guitar aside, and stood up then "You're a God damn fool.” Was all he said as he searched through 
his pocket, retrieving a pack of smokes and a lighter. "Better not stay out too late, we need to work on some 

stuff band wise." 

"What are you, my father now?" Tommy asked as Nikki took out a cigarette, lighting it then and taking a drag 
of it. 


The bassist scowled up at Tommy once more. "Don't fuck this up, or itll be the band you lose too." 
Tommy gave a roll of his eyes, shaking his head shortly after. "Yeah, right." Just then, Vince returned. 


"Got the money, now let's get outta here for while hot-stuff." He announced, grabbing hold of Tommy's hand. 
Tommy didn't pull back, didn't show any signs of reluctance now. Instead, he intertwined his fingers with Vince's, 
following him to the door. He took one final glance back at Nikki and within that one look, Nikki was reminded 
that regardless of how hard he tried to hold onto his reigns of control, they had slipped from his grasp. 


Nikki gritted his teeth, crushing the cigarette between them as the door was shut behind the two. 


eR 


The day passed by rather quickly, too quickly for Tommy. The longer he stayed out of that apartment and 
away from Nikki the better. At first, it hurt. Then it angered him. Then he wanted to hurt Nikki.. Then it hurt 


him again to think about it. He was a mixed of emotions on it all and for what time he spent with Vince, all his 


bitterness seemed to fade, if only in the slightest. 


His mind had lingered on Nikki from time to time, thinking of ways as to why this happened, if Nikki truly 
meant it.. If he no longer cared for him or if there was still something there. He also had wondered if the 
outcome would've been different if he had done something different. What if he had been a better boyfriend? 
Maybe it never would've happened.. Or maybe, if he never slept with Vince, Nikki would've been begging for his 
forgiveness.. 


He thought those things several times, but not as often as he would've had he been by himself without 


Vince's company. 
That had been nice, to get out.. To even go on a (dare he say it?) proper dafe . Their lunch had consisted of 
burgers and fries and a coke. It sounded so cliché but, Tommy enjoyed it. He felt as if he was regaining some 


sense of normality in his life. That and, it sure beat the frozen food they often times had back at the house. 


"I still can't believe you actually did this for me." He muttered, as they were now making their way down the 
streets, with no idea of what to do next and very little money left over. 


"Why? After the shit that happened, you deserved it" Vince responded, wrapping an arm around Tommy's 
waist, pulling him in closer. 


"Yeah, but money's really tight and you could've spen-" 
"| don't wanna hear it, Tommy. | wanted to spend it on you, so | did" The singer grinned. 


Tommy blushed and his heart fluttered. Was Vince seriously flattering him right now? He looked away, smiling 
shyly. "You know.. Despite what the others say, you seem like a nice guy, Vinny.” 


Maybe this could work after all. 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter's a little long so heads up. 


Sorry! 


But, oh the drama to unfold! 


1983. 


They're in the middle of a performance. The crowd's a mix of cheering and rocking along with their songs and 


chicks are flashing their boobs to them on occasion. Nikki could care less though. 


His focus was on shredding his bass, releasing pent up emotion in his music and stealing glances of Tommy 


every chance he got, of course. 


The drummer was kicking ass, like he always has, but, Nikki knew that something else had his attention too.. 


Vince. 


Tommy couldn't keep his eyes off of the blonde bitch. Every time Nikki looked over at him, Tommy was glued 
to Vince, and he was smiling like an idiot; gaze following the way Vince's hips swayed and every muscle of his 
sun-kissed body moved along to the rhythm of the music. Vince was a fairly good dancer but lately he's put 
extra MMPH! in his moves. 


Nikki knows its all just to keep Tommy's attention on him and it burns his blood. Tommy used to watch him as 
he stomped around the stage, working his stiletto's like a stripper could only dream of. Now Tommy didn't even 
bat an eye an at him and Vince didn't even really care that Tommy was watching, Nikki swore he didn't. 


Nikki was watching him too and while Vince was out there, shaking his firm, little (not that Nikki pays much 
attention to it) ass, keeping Tommy's attention on him purposefully, he was eyeing the girls in the front row, 
picking out his favorites already. 


Nikki scoffed and refused the urge to take Vince's microphone stand and beat the living shit out of him every 
time they had to be close. 


Vince was a real piece of work though, seriously. There he was, with this exotic boy practically drooling for 
him and he acted as if Tommy wasn't even there anymore, too busy chasing after bimbos. He knew this would 


happen though. 


Vince can sit there and spew shit all the live long day just to get in someone's pants but as far as 
commitment goes? Vince doesn't do that. 


Nikki tried to warn Tommy, for the past two years he's tried to warn him. Tommy refuses to listen and now 


they are barely on speaking terms, talking to each other only when necessary. 


Now Nikki's done a lot of shit to give Tommy plenty of reason to be mad at him but this was ridiculous. He 
didn't do a damn thing to deserve the way Tommy just kicked him to the curb. 


And the more he watched Tommy chase after Vince like a dog in heat and Vince no longer giving a shit, the 
more pissed off Nikki got. 


But now they had to finish the show. This was going to be Motley's big break, Nikki just knows it and he'd be 
damned if he fucked up all of his hard work. He would just have to worry about all the other shit later. He 


needed to focus on the music and that's exactly what he was going to do. 


eR 


"Dude, that was fucking kick ass!" Tommy was beaming from adrenaline and excitement. He was as energized as 


ever and was hanging on Vince like some desperate groupie. 


"You were amazing baby." There it was, the fucking pet name that made Nikki winch when he heard it. At first, 
Tommy had been unsure about getting too deeply involved with another man, but now he was like a lost puppy 
to Vince. 


It was as if he couldn't be separated but, oh, Vince could. If there were titties involved, Vince could be led 
astray. 


"Yeah." Was all Vince said, not even casting a glance to the drummer who clung to his arm, bouncing up and 
down like a kid in a candy store. "Listen, I'll see you later." Vince finally spoke again, prying his eyes off of some 
Crue slut long enough to look at Tommy. 


The younger's energy seemed to die down then, but he smiled regardless. "Umm, yeah, sure. | love you." He 
leaned in to place a kiss to the blonde's lips but just as he did, Vince turned and Tommy ended up getting his 
cheek. 

"Bye" And like that, Vince was GONE. 


Nikki's eyes narrowed from where he stood, watching this spectacular display between a hopeless romantic and 
the biggest asshole known to man and he seethed with anger. 


In some ways jealousy still played a part in this. Nikki still felt a sense of possessiveness and protectiveness 


toward his little drummer boy. He sighed, trying to ignore that though as he faked a smirk 


"Ain't that how you kiss your grandma?" He teased playfully. Tommy only scowled at him, no longer amused by 
Nikki's antics. "Grow up, Sixx" was all he said as he turned to walk away. He was in no mood to deal with Nikki 


tonight. 


Nikki was in no mood to be ignored though and something inside snapped. He didn't just storm off after Tommy, 
no. He grabbed him by the wrist and forced him to follow as Tommy was led to a more secluded place. Tommy 
might've been taller, but Nikki was stronger. 


Tommy barely paid attention to his surroundings.. A dressing room, maybe? He didn't know. At this point, he 


was furious. 
"What the fuck do you want?" He snapped. 


"Are you God damned blind? Vince has just blown you off to go fuck some chick, or three!" Nikki was just as 
angry. "How can you let him do that?" 


"What do you care? You fucked girls when you had me and you left me because of shame.. To criticize Vince 


makes you the biggest hypocrite | know." Oh, if looks could kill, Nikki would be dead by now on behalf of Tommy. 
Maybe that's what inspired Nikki to write Looks That Kill. He'd never tell though. 


"| never did THAT to youl | get it. You're mad because | broke your heart but you need to wake up and see 
how much of an asshole Vince is!" Nikki was shouting now, to the point his throat would suffer later. Thank 
God he wasn't the lead singer. 


"You're just jealous Nikki and it's pathetic. | see your game. You're trying to break us up but it won't work 
Vince is as loving as ever and you need to back the fuck off." 


"Yes, Tommy, l'm jealous! I'm jealous my fucking sleazy singer stole my boyfriend from me in the most 
vulnerable time! Does that not tell you something? Vince just wanted to get back at me because the fucker 
hates me. He used your own emotions against you and now he's looking for a way out." Nikki's voice dropped 
then and he was starting to tear up behind his bangs. Why couldn't Tommy see? 


"Oh, like you were any better." Tommy scoffed, crossed his arms over his chest and turned his nose up to 


Nikki. 


Nikki was visibly twitching now. "Its awful fucking funny how he isn't letting you tag along with him anymore 
and how the bus has been filled with overused groupies, while you lay in your bed silent and lonely! Oh yeah, | 
really pulled that shit with you, Tommy! But what-fucking-ever. Enjoy your whore." Nikki was about to leave 
then, until.. 


He noticed Tommy shaking and sniffling. "What now?" He asked, expression softening just a bit. 


"You think | don't fucking know?! | can barely get Vince to hold my hand now.. We haven't fucked in about a 


month.. | don't know what happened. Is it me? Am | no good anymore?" Tommy was crying now. 


Nikki sighed. "T-bone.. Is not you.. Vince cant commit.. | tried to tell you." Now he felt bad but Tommy needed 
to realize the truth. 


"I feel so stupid.. What is wrong, why do | keep letting this happen? Falling so easily for all the wrong people.” 
Tommy muttered between his sniffles and sobs. 


Immediately Nikki opened up his arms, inviting. "C'mere." 


Tommy was apprehensive at first and his gut warned him not to accept Nikki's offer but deep down, he was 
really hurting at the realization he chose not to acknowledge until now. He was lonely and needed comfort and if 


said comfort came from his ex, then so be it tonight. 


He practically dove into Nikki's arms, squeezing him tightly as Nikki's own arms circled around him. Tommy's 


head was buried against Nikki's neck where it met his shoulder; body shaking from the tears he was spilling. 
"| loved him Nikki... | still do, and | thought he loved me too..." 


Nikki hugged him tighter, one hand coming up to stroke Tommy's hair. "I know Tommy.. But Vince will be Vince 
and you have to decide, do you stick with him and suffer what's to come or do what's best for you?" 


Tommy pulled back suddenly, to look Nikki in the eyes. "I loved you too.. And | didn't get to make a decision 
about that." 


Nikki didn't say anything. He took the sting with Tommy's words. He's had two years to think about it, and yeah, 


he did deserve that much from the drummer. 


‘lm sorry, Tommy.. You need to understand where | was coming from though.. | got scared. What would people 
think? What would it do to us? | feared it would ruin our friendship but in the end, | fucked it up after all.. | 
know, I'm a jackass and | really have no room to talk about Vince.. But when you were mine, there was always 


time for Tommy, even if it was a secret." 


Tommy didn't know what to say. He was choked up. Finally, he swallowed his remaining tears. "Do you.. Do you 
still love me?" He was timid to ask. "Or did you ever love me?" 


Nikki couldn't help himself, his hand came to caress Tommy's cheek. "Yes, | loved you. How could | not? You're 
drop-dead gorgeous.. And yes, | still love you and yeah, | get jealous of Vince but | don't trust him either... But, 
if you want to stay with him, | understand" 


Tommy practically melted under Nikki's touch, sighing ever so sweetly as his eyes closed. "I don't know what | 


want anymore.. | miss you, and | miss us. | thought | was over it but.. Being here right now, | don't know." 


Nikki's calloused fingers smoothly glided along Tommy's jaw bone, to his chin, where Nikki tilted his head up 
slightly. Tommy's eyes opened, locking with Nikki's for a moment and then.. Nikki kissed him! 


It wasn't a typical Nikki kiss either. It was tender, and sweet.. Something he rarely, if ever got from the 
bassist those two years ago. Tommy couldn't refuse the urge. He kissed back, with a sultry moan 


Nikki pulled back after stealing several more kisses from Tommy, and he just stared at him, Tommy doing the 


same. 


But they both knew what they wanted, what they craved and Nikki was the one to go after it; backing Tommy 
up against the wall and kissing him furiously this time. Tommy's legs wrapped around his waist, their hardening 
cocks already pressing against one another through the fabric of their jeans. 


‘I've missed you so much" Tommy was the first to say, between his pants and Nikki's kisses. 


"Missed you too." Nikki muttered, pressing himself more into Tommy, grinding his hips against the drummer's. 


"Wanna fuck you so bad." 
Tommy let out a deep moan. "Miss your cock.. Wanna feel you inside me." 


‘Oh, baby.. My gun's loaded with your love." Nikki huffed out and began kissing along Tommy's neck, nipping 
here and there as he continued his sweet torture of grinding into Tommy, his hands now exploring what skin 


they could find. 


Tommy knew this was a terrible thing to do, and that he was surely setting himself up for a disaster and 
asking for trouble but, Vince was out fucking someone else, so why couldn't he do the same? And when has he 


ever been one to ignore the itch of trouble? He had to scratch it and whatever consequences were to come, 


he would deal with them later. 


